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You Ibould not rutile thus. What will you do? 

Com. Come Sir. 

What Letter* had you late from France ? 

Reg. Be limple anl'wer’d, for we know the truth. 
Corn. And what confederate h3uc you with the Trai¬ 
tors, late footed in the Kingdome ? 

Reg. To whofe hands 
You haue fent the LunatickeKing: Speake. 

Glen. I haue a Letter guc/Iingly lecdowne 
Which came from one that’s of a newtrall heart. 

And not from one oppos’d. 

Corn. Canning. 

Reg. And falfe. 

Corn. Where haft thou fent the King ? 

G/ou, ToDouer. 

Reg# Wherefore to Douer? 

Was't thou not charg’d at perill. 

Corn. Wherefore toDoucr? let him anfvver that. 
Glott. lamtycd to’ib’Scakc, 

And I muli Hand the Courfe. 

Reg. Wherefore to Douer ? 

Cjleti. Becaufe I would not fee thy crnell Nailes 
Plucks out his poore old eyes : nor thy fierce Sifter, 

In his Annointed flefh, ftickeboarifti phangs. 

The Sea,with fuch a ftormc as his bare head. 

In Hell-blacke-nightindut’d, would haue buoy’d vp 
And quench’d the Stclled fires: 

Yet poore old heart, he holpe the Heaucns to raine. 

If Wolueshad at thy Gate howl’d that fleme time. 
Thou (hould!ft haue laid, good Porter turne the-Key : 
All Gruels elfc fubferibe: but I (hall fee 
The winged Vengeance ouertake fuch Children. 

Corn, Sce’c fiialt tliou neucr.Fellowcs hold y Chaire, 
Vpon tbefe eyes ofthine, He fee my foote. 

Qlou. Hethatwill chinketoliuCjtillhebeold, ' 

Giue me fomehelp-.-~0cruell! OyotiGods. 

Reg. One fide will mocke another: Th’other too. 
Corn. If you fee vengeance. 

Scrtt, Hold your hand,my Lord: 

I haue leru’d you cuer fince I was a Childe: 

But better feruice haue I neuer done you. 

Then now to bid you hold. 

Reg. .How now, you dogge ? 

Str. If you did weare a beard vpon your chin, 

Lid (bake it on this quarrell. What do you mcanc l 
Corn. My Villainc? 

tor#. Nay then come on, and take the chance of anger. 
Reg. Giue me thy Sword. A pedant ftand vp thus? 

Ellies him. 

Ser. Oh I arr, fiaine • my Lord,you haue one eye left 
To fee fome mifehefe on him. Ob. 

Corn. Left itfecmore,prcuentit;OutYildcgel!y: 
Where is chy.lufter now ? 

Cleft. All d arke and comfcrtleffe ? 

Where’s my Sonne Edmunds 

Edmund, enkindle all the fparkes of Nature 

To quir this horrid a£ic< 

Reg. Oat treacherous Villaine, 

Thou cijl’ft on him, that hates thee. It was he 
T'natmadethe otimurc of thy Treafonstovs : 

Who is too good to pitty thee. 

Cjlott. O my Follies 3 then Edgar was abus’d, 

Kinde Gods, forgitie me thar,and profper him. 

Reg',. Go tbruft hitii our at gates,and let him fmell r. 
His way to Douer. : 1 Exit with Gloufter. 

How is’t my Lord? Flow lookeyou ? ■ r 
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Turne out that cyelcffe Villaine: throw this 
Vpon the Dunghill : ‘Bfgan, I bleed apace 
Vntimely comes this hurt. Giue me your arm e £a . 

JBus Quart us. Scena Trima 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. Yet better thus.andkuowne to been,. ». 

Then ftill contemn’d and flatter’d, to be worft eCln 
The Weft, and moft deiced thing of Fortune 
Stands bill in elperance, hues not in fearc ; ’ 

The lamentable change is from the bell, 

The worft returnes to laughter. Welcome then 
Thou vnfubftantiall ayre that I embrace: * 

The Wretch that thou haft blowne vnto the worft 
Owes nothing to thy blafts. "» 

Enter Cloutier, and an Oldman. 

But who comes heere ? My Father poorclv led > 
World, World, C world ! 

But that thy ftrange mutations make vs hate thee 
Life would not ycclde to age. ’ 

Oldm. Omy good Lord, I hiue bene your Tenant 
And your Fathers Tenant, tbefe fourefcorc yeares ’ 
’ , Clctt ' Away,get thee away: good Friend be gone 
Thy comforts can do me no good stall b 7 

l’hce } they may hurt. 

Oldm, You cannot fee your way. 

Glo«. I haue no way, and therefore want no eyes: 

I ftumbled when I taw. Full6ft ’eis fecne, 

Our meanes fecure v*, and our mcere defers 
Prouc our Commodities. Oh deeie Sonne Edgar 
Th^food of thy abi.fed Fathers wrath : 

Mig e I buchoc to ice thee in my touch, 

] * l ld uy 1 bad eyes againe. 

Oldm. How now ? who*s there ? 

Edg, O Gods! Who is t can lay I am at the word? 
I ani worfe then ere I was. 

Old . Tis poore mad Tom. 

Edg. And worfe l may be yer: the worft is not, 

So long as we can fay this is the worft. 

Oldm. Fellow,where goeft c? 

Glott, Is ic a Beggar-man ? 

Oldm, Madman,and beggar too, 

GIqh, He has fome rcafon, clfc he could not beg, 
l’th’laft nights ftorme, I fuch a fellow faw; 

Which made me ihinkea Man,a Worme. MySennc 
Came then into my minde, and yet my minde 
Was then fcarfe Friends with hiiw. 

I haue heard more fincc: 

As Flies to wanton Boyes, are we to th'Gods, 

They kill vs for their fport. 

Edg ,. Howftiouldtbisbe? 

Bad is the Trade that muft play Foole to forrow, 
Angering it felfe,and others. Bleffe thee Maftcr. 

Glott. Is that the naked Fellow ? 

Oldm, I,my Lord. 

Glot*. Get thee away : If for my fake 
Thou wilt ore-take vs hence a mile or ewaine • 
I‘th # way toward Douer, do it for ancient loue. 

And bring fome coucring for this naked Soule, 
Which lie intreace to lcade me. 

Old, Alackcfir,hcismad. 
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Gleet. Tis the times plague. 

When Madmen leade the blinde: 

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleafure: 

Abouc the reft, be gone. 

^ Oldm. lie bring him the beftParrell that I haue 
Coroe on’t,what will. Ex,t 

qIoh. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

£dg. Poore Tom’s a cold. I cannot daub it furihcr. 
Cleft. Come hither fellow. 

Edg. And yet I muft ' 

Blcffc thy fweete eyes, they blecde. 
deft. Know’ft thou che.way to Douer ? 

Edg. Both ftyle.and gate ; Horfeway.and foot-path : 
lOoreTom hath bin fcan’d out of his good wits. Blcfl'e 
t',ee good mans fonne, from the foule Fiend. 

tf/oii.Here take this puife,^ whom the hcao’ns plagues 
fiaue humbled to all ftrokes: that I arn wretched 
Makes thee the happier: Heaucns deale fo ftill: 

the fuperfluous, and Lull-dieted man, 
lostfisues your ordinance, that will not fee 
gscaufe he do’s not feele,feele your powrc quickly : 
Sodiftribution Ibould vndoo excefie, 

^nd each man haue enough. Doll thou know Douer? 
Edg. I Mailer. 

Glott. There isaClifte, whofe high and bending head 
Lookes fearfully in the confined Dcepe: 

Bring me but to the very brtmroe of it, 

And lie repayre the mifery thou do’ft beare 
With fomething rich about me: from that place, 

I (hall no leading ncede. 

Edg. Giue me thy arme; 

poore Tom lhall leade thee. Exeunt. 


Scena Secunda . 


Enter Cjoner,ill, Raftard, and Steward. 

Gon. Welcome my Lord.I mcrucll our mild husband 
Not met vs on the way. Now,where’s your Mafter ? 

Stew. Madam within, but neuer roan fo chang’d; 

I told him of the Army that was Landed: 

Hefmil’datit. I told him you were comming. 

His anfvver was, the worfe. Of Glofters Treachery, 

And of the loyall Seruice of his Sonne 
When I inform’d him, then he call’d me Sot, 

And told me I had turn’d the wrong fide out: 

What moll he ibould diflike, feemes pleafaat to him; 
What like, oft'enfiue. 

Gon. Then (ball you go no further. 

It is the Cowifti terror of his fpirit 
That dares not vndertake : Hcc’l not feele wrongs 
Which tye him to an anfwer: our wiftics on the way 
May prouecffedls. Bicke Edmond to my Brother, / 
Fallen his Mufters,and conduft his powres. 

I muft change names at home, and giue the Dillaffe 
Into my Husbands hands. This truftieScruant 
Shall pafle betweene v*: ere long you are like to hearc 
(If you dare venture in your owne bchalfe^ 

A MiftrelTes command. Wcare this; fpare fpeech. 
Decline your head. This kiflc, if it durft fpeake 
Would ftretch thy Spirits vp into the ayre: 

Conceiue, and fare thee well. 

Bajl, Yours in the rankes of death. Exit. 

Gon. MymoftdeereGloftcr. 


Oh, the difference of man.and man. 

To thee a Womans feruices are due. 

My Foole vfurpes my body. 

Stew. Madam, here come’s my Lord. 

Enter Albany. 

Gon. I haue been* worth the whittle. 

Alb. Oh Gonerill, 

You arc not worth the duft which the rude windc 
Blowes in your face; 

Gon. Milke-Liuer’d man. 

That bear’ll a cheeke for blowes, a head for wrongs. 
Who haft not in thy browes an eye-difeermng 
Thine Honor, from thy fuffering. 

Alb. See thy felfediueli: 

Proper deformitie feemes not in the Fiend 
So horrid as in woman. 

Gon. Oh vaine Foole. 

Enter a (JMeJfenger. 

Jllef. Oh my good Lord,the Duke of Cornwah dead, 
Slaine by his Seruant, going to put out 
The other eye ofGloufter. 

Alb. Gloufters eyes. 

Ttief. A Seruant that he bred, thrill’d withremorfe, 
Oppos’d againft the acl: bending his Sword 
To his great Mafter, who, threat-enrag’d 
Flew on him, and among’ft them fell’d him dead, 

But not without that harmefull ftroke,which fince 
Hath pluckt him after. 

Alb, This (bewes you are aboue 
You Iuftices, that thefeour neather crimes 
So fpeediiy can venge. But (O poore Glouftcr) 

Loll he his other eye ? 

A fef. Both, both, my Lord. 

This Letcr Madam, craucs a fpeedy anfwer: 

’Tis from your Siller, 

Gon. One way Hike this well. 

But being widdow, and my Gloufter with her,} 

May all thcbuilding in my fancieplucke 

Vpon my hatefull life. Another way 

The Newcs is not fo tart, lie read,and anfwer. 

Alb. Where was his Sonne, 

When they did cake his eyes? 

Afef. Come with my Lady hither. 

Alb. He is not heere. 

Trlef. No my good Lord, I metbimbacke againe. 
Alb. Knoweshethc wickedneffe? 

Afef. I my good Lord:’twas he inform’d againft him 
And quit the houfe on purpofe, that their punifhiaeut 
Might haue the freer courfe. 

Alb. Gloufter,I Hue 

To thanke thee for the loue thou fhew'dft the King, 

And to reuenge thine eyes. Come hither Friend, 

Tell me what more thou know’ll- Sxeunt. 


Scena Tenia, 


Enter with Drum and Colours , Cordelia, gentlemen, 
and Sonldionrs. 

Cor. Alacke, ’tis he: why he was met cuen now 
As mad as the vext Sea, finging alowd. 

Crown’d with ranke Fenifar, and furrow weeds. 

With Hardokcs, Hemlocke, Nettles, Cuckoo flowreSf 

Darnell 
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